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dizzying, wave-like motion bare heads, or helmets, or
red caps, or else bayonets or human shoulders with
such impetuosity that some people disappeared every
now and then in this swarming mass, which was
mounting up without a moment's pause, like a river
compressed by an equinoctial tide, with a continuous
roar under an irresistible impulse. When they got to
the top of the stairs, they were scattered, and their
chant died away. Nothing could any longer be heard
but the tramp of all the shoes intermingled with the
chopping f sound of many voices. The crowd not
being in a mischievous mood, contented themselves
with looking about them. But, from time to time,
an elbow, by pressing too hard, broke through a
pane of glass, or else a vase or a statue rolled from
a bracket down on the floor. The wainscotings
cracked under the pressure of people against them.
Every face was flushed; the perspiration was rolling
down their features in large beads. Hussonnet made
this remark:
"Heroes have not a good smell."
"Ah! you are provoking," returned Frederick.
And, pushed forward in spite of themselves, they
entered an apartment in which a dais of red velvet
rose as far as the ceiling. On the throne below sat
a representative of the proletariat in effigy with a
black beard, his shirt gaping open, a jolly air, and the
stupid look of a baboon. Others climbed up the plat-
form to sit in his place.
"What a myth!" said Hussonnet "There you see
the sovereign people!"
The armchair was lifted up on the hands of a num-
ber of persons and passed across the hall, swaying
from one side to the other.